AFTER   EVEREST
strange mixture of sumptuousness and neglect; priceless
objects of Chinese and Tibetan art jostled with dirty
hessian and cracked plaster; but some of the rooms,
notably the private temple, were very beautifully kept.
Three priests were supporting my surgical efforts by their
incantations, the strangest mixture of reverence and slyness
shining in their beady eyes.
I approached my patient. Her ladyship was clad in
silk brocade, her broken arm wrapped in a brown, treacly
mess. I was informed that this was bear's bile, a cast-
iron proof against devils. On removing it, I found beneath,
beautifully applied by the local medicine-man, a splint on
the principle invented by Gooch a few decades ago in
Europe, but used probably for many centuries in Tibet.
This curious mixture of periods set aside, the fracture was
dealt with in accordance with modern surgical practice,
and efficiently splinted—but hardly more efficiently than
it had been before. A generous presentation of two carpets
and a fine fox-skin ensued, after which the elite of Phari
saw me courteously through their magnificent gateway
into the filthy street.
Here, tripping over the carcases of goats and horses, and
dodging broken pots and heaps of manure, I finally reached
the bungalow half a mile outside the town where the
Expedition was encamped, busy with the changing of the
transport animals. The mules that had carried our many
tons of equipment across the Sikhim passes could not face
the rigours of Tibetan heights, where no fodder grows.
So our many boxes and tents had to go on the backs of
yaks, and the engaging of these trusty and slow burden-
bearers was not done in a moment. For hours General
Bruce and others were arguing with the local officials, with
polite suspicion on both sides. It was a scene, repeated
several times at other places, which combined the incon-
sistencies of Gilbertian farce with the remorseless length
of a Wagnerian opera; the whole dressed as the ballet
in Prince Igor. The denouement consisted invariably in
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